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Wandering again, you will say. What, if you please, has all this
got to do with geography? Nothing with the geography that
restricts itself to the enumeration of mountains and rivers and
cities and statistics concerning the export of coal and the import
of woollens. But man is not merely a tummy in search of food.
He has also got a mind and the gift of imagination. And there is
something unnatural about this country called Ireland. When you
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see other countries from a distance, you say to yourself " There is
a piece of land. It seems to be high or flat, brown or black or
green. There are people there and they probably eat and drink,
are all handsome or ugly, happy or miserable, and they live and
die and are buried with or without the benefit of clergy."
But with Ireland it is different. Ireland has an air of otherworld-
liness or rather un-worldlincss. An air of solitude pervades the
sky. The loneliness of the atmosphere becomes almost tangible.
Whatever was true yesterday is now surrounded by doubt What
seemed so simple only a few hours before has suddenly become
complicated. Just toward the west lies the deep abyss of the silent
ocean. It is less mysterious than the land at your feet